SERMON  IN  MEMORY 


—  OF  — 


President  of  the  Unite!  States  of  America, 

ASSASSINATED  ON  GOOD  FRIDAY,  APRIL  14,  1865  A.D. 


LTJKE  XXIV.,  21th  &  5th. 


DELIVERED 

April  19,  2865j  at  noon  in  the  Church  of  the 
HOLY  GHOST 

IN 

SAINT  LOUIS,  MO. 


PROM    THE   GERMAN    OP    THE    $©v,    ©p. 

TRANSLATED    BY 

A    LADY    HEARER. 


y  Friends! 


Deep  mourning  reigns  to-day  far  and  wide  in  oar  great  Land  J 
from  the  North  to  the  South,  from  the  East  to  the  West,  as  far  as 
the  telegraph  wires  have  conveyed  the  terrible  tidings ;  tidings 
Which  still  reecho  in  our  hearts,  a  jarring  discord  through  the 
joyous  songs  of  our  Easterfestival,  for  which  we  had  just  prepared 
ourselves* 


But  Easter  demanded  its  right,  Easter  must  nevertheless  be 
celebrated;  but  we  must  confess  the  real  Easter  joy,  deep  and 
fervent  we  could  not  feel.  Yet  to-day,  after  the  chimes  of  the 
Besurrection  bells  have  died  away,  to-day  all  sounds  of  joy  and 
pleasure  are  hushed ;  each  one  is  seized  with  sudden  sorrow. 
Many  give  expression  to  the  inward  grief,  through  the  outward 
signs  of  mourning.  Public  and  private  buildings  are  draped  in 
black,  and  upou  all  ships  in  American  waters,  the  glorius  Stars  and 
Stripes  are  floating  at  half  mast.  "Wherever  a  church  stands,  in 
cities  and  villages,  on  the  mountain  sides  and  in  the  quiet  valleys, 
in  the  silent  woods,  and  unon  the  green  prairies,  multitudes 
assemble  and  mournfully  raise  their  «orrow'ng  songs  to  Heaven. 

It  seems  to-day  as  if  all  the  loyal  people  of  the  United  States 
were  formed  in  a  great  funeral  procession,  in  which  the  rich  and 
powerful,  in  their  show  and  splendor,  the  robust  farmer,  as 
well  as  the  sturdy  laborer,  with  their  true  and  simple  hearts, 
yes,  in  which  even  the  beggar,  in  his  poverty  takes  part ;  in 
which  all  join,  who  have  a  common  feeling  for  the  great  and 
as  yet  incomprehensible  national  calamity  that  has  befallen  us. 

We,  also,  Brothers  and  Sisters,  have  assembled  at  this 
unusual  hour  in  our  house  of  worship,  to  give  expression  to 
our  common  sorrow,  to  give  it  a  voice  in  songs  of  lamenta- 
tion ;  and,  seeking  strength  and  consolation,  raise  our  souls 
to  God  in  prayer:  for  we  need  relief;  we  need  consolation:  — 

We  stand  by  the  grave,  a  sorrowing  people,  that  bewails 
the  loss  of  its  chief,  a  family  of  millions  of  true  hearts,  that 
mourn  the  loss  of  their  common  Father. 

Yet  on  Good  Friday,  while  the  Lamented  was  yet  among 
the  living,  though  hastening  quickly  to  the  grave,  we  also  stood 
full  of  deep  sorrow  at  a  grave,  yes,  even  at  the  grave  of  the 
Son  of  Man,    the  Godlike ;   but,  already  we  have  celebrated  the  s 


anniversary  of  the  EESTJEEECTKXN"  day,  and  know :  "we  need 
not  seek  the  soul  of  man  in  the  tomb." 

THE  HALLELUJAS  OF  EASTEEMOENING  FOLLOW 
THE  MOUENING  TONES  OF  GOOD  FEIDAY  ! 

Let  us  continue  our  contemplations  in  this  train  of  thought 
while  I  refer  to  the  lamentations  of  the  disciples  on  the  way 
to  Emmaus,  Luke  24,  21 :  "But  we  trusted  that  it  had  been  he, 
which  should  hare  redeemed  Israel !" 


I.  Their  Lord  had  been  murdered,  their  souls  were  full 
of  grief  and  despair.  As  spiritless  they  wander  thither  over 
the  desolate  rocky  way,  a  friendly  stranger  approaches  and 
addresses  them.  They  open  their  hearts  to  him ;  they  speak  of 
their  hopes,  of  their  expectations,  of  the  Kingdom  of  the 
Messiah  and  its  glories,  of  the  people  reconciled  to  God ;  and 
now  he,  on  whom  all  these  hopes  rested,  was  dead,  crucified, 
murdered,  and  they  sigh  from  the  depths  of  their  souls  :  "But 
we  trusted  that  it  had  been  he,  which  should  have  redeemed 
Israel !"  What  a  multitude  of  shattered  hopes,  what  a  bitter 
awakening  from  a  fond  delusion  —  is  expressed  in  these  few 
words ! 

But,  my  Friends,  we  are  able  fully  to  comprehend  the 
discouragement,  the  blighted  hopes  of  the  Apostles ;  for  similar 
causes  produce  similar  effects ;  and,  as,  we  hear  the  complaints 
of  the  disciples,  rises  also  from  the  depths  of  our  souls  the  sigh  : 
"But  toe  trusted,  that  it  had  been  he,  which  should  have  redeemed 
Israel !" 

Not  one  of  the  fifteen  predecessors  of  ABRAHAM  LIN- 
COLN entered  upon  and  discharged  the  duties  of  his  office  under 
such  trying  circumstances  as  he.      We  are  the  living  witnesses 


of  this  interminable  complication  of  affairs.  We  have  ever 
stood  upon  the  side  of  Justice  and  the  Union ;  we  will  ever 
stand  upon  the  side  of  Liberty ;  we  are  ever  ready  to  stand 
and  fight  for  the  highest  good  of  men.  Thus  we  are,  and 
thus  we  have  been,  especially,  because  we  had  a  chief,  whom  we 
ourselves  had  chosen,  a  man  who  possessed  our  entire  confid- 
ence, and  who  vindicated  his  right  to  it. 

For  more  than  four  years,  while  the  Ship  of  State  was 
buffeting  the  fiercest  storms,  he  stood,  calm  as  Columbus,  dis- 
T'egarding  the  clamours  of  the  discontented,  and,  with  compass 
in  hand,  measured  with  steady  glance  wind  and  sail,  rigging 
and  spar,  and  steered  towards  the  peaceful  haven  of  Union 
and  Freedom. 

As  tho  storm  began  to  abate,  flocks  of  birds  flew  over  our 
ship,  twittering  joyful  tidings  of  conquest  upon  conquest; 
victorious  battles,  of  conquered  cities  and  captured  armies ; 
and  announcing  the  proximity  of  land,  the  save  harbor,  peace, 
reconciliation,  brotherly  love  and  the  Union  ;  then  the  ruthless 
hand  of  the  assassin  strikes  down  the  calm  pilot  of  the  Ship, 
and  instead  of  raising  the  banner  of  peace  and  victory,  the 
black  flag  of  mourning  is  floated  in   the  breeze  at  half  mast. 

It  was  also  on  Good  Friday,    and  from  millions  of 

hearts  came  forth  again  the  sigh  :    "But  we  trusted  that  it 

had  been  he,  which  should  have  redeemed  Israel !" 

Yes,  my  Friends,  as  in  the  midst  of  our  preparations  for 
celebrating  the  most  brilliant  of  victories,  and  dispelling  the 
darkness  of  night  with  our  joyful  illuminations,  the  terrible 
news  strurk  us  like  a  flash  of  lightning  from  a  cloudless  sky, 
and  it  was  with  us  as  with  the  disciples  on  the  way  to 
Emmaus :  as  if  all  barriers  were  swept  away  and  we  were 
rushing  towards  a  precipice;    as  if  the  accustomed  path  of  our 


lives  were  washed  away  by  storm  and  flood,  and  we  were 
vainly  seeking  to  find  our  way;  as  if  all  our  hopes  were 
shattered  like  the  young  corn  by  the  hail.  We  realized  fully 
the  weakness  of  men,  subject  to  the  destroying  power  of  mis- 
fortune, which,  unsought  for,  appears  and  annihilates.  We 
gazed  dumb  upon  the  earth,  realizing  our  nothingness;  and 
could    only    sigh    from    the    depths    of   our    souls :     "But   we 

trusted  that  it  had  been  he,  which  should  have 
redeemed  Israel I" 

n-   "But  we  trusted  that  it  bad  been  he,    which 
should  have  redeemed  Israel !"  This  was  the  lamentation 

of  the  disheartened  disciples;  the  mourning  crape  of  the  first 
Good  Friday  veiled  their  view  of  life,  and  they  saw  nothing 
but  death  and  destruction  :  the  death  of  their  beloved  master, 
the  destruction  of  their  hopes.  Sadly  they  bowed  their  faces 
to  the  earth.  But  see  !  —  the  cross  began  to  bud,  and  its 
branches  cover  themselves  with  the  fruit  of  righteousness. 
The  mourning  veils  of  Good  Friday  fell  to  the  earth,  and  in 
the  heavens,  resplendent  rose  the  Easter  sun. 

And  on  the  early  morning  as  they  went  to  the  grave, 
they    were    met    by    the   joyous    cry:     "Why    Seek    ye    the 

living  among  the  dead  ?"   (Luke  24th,  5th). 

The  living  spirit  has  vanquished  death.  —  What  the 
apostles  comprehended  as  a  material  certainty  has  become  to 
us  a  spiritual  truth.  Therefore  I  said"  on  Good  Friday  : 
"Golgatha  may  be  a  place  of  mourning  —  but  we  cannot 
prevent  the  morning  dawn,  which  already  appears  in  the 
heavens." 

"There  is  no  power  upon  earth  that  can  kill  that  spirit, 
that   arises   all  powerful  from,  the  graves  of  the  victims   and 


martyrs.  Jesus  has  descended  from  the  cross,  and  with  his 
pierced  hands  has  broken  the  scepters  of  kings,  and  hurled  the 
pillars  of  the  heathen  temples  from  the  mountains  into  the 
abyss.  He  has  published  freedom  to  the  people  and  preached 
the  deliverance  of  men." 

Published  and  preached  through  the  Same  disciples,  who, 
hopeless  and   despairing  sighed:     "But   we   trusted   that   it 

had  been  he,  which  should  have  redeemed  Israel!" 

As  at  last  their  eyes  were  opened  and  they  unterstood  the 
meaning  of  the  words :  Ought  not  Christ  to  have  suffered 
these  things  and  to  enter  into  his  glory  ?  —  (Luke  24,  26 : 
Itfonne  haec  OPOKTUIT  PATI  Christum  et  IT  A  intrare  in  gloriam 
suam  ?  )  —  The  spirit  of  the  Lord  awoke  in  his  disciples,  and 
they  became  the  most  faithful  witnesses  of  the  truth  of  whom 
the   world   has    ever   heard. 

JSow  then,  my  Friends,  who  stand  lamenting  by  the 
grave  of  ABRAHAM  LINCOLN,  stall  no  Eastermorning 
follow    our   political   Good   Friday ;     shall   the   words :      "Why 

seek  ye  the  living  by  the  dead?"   have  been  spoken   in 

vain   for   us  ? 

ABRAHAM  LINCOLN,  born  in  Bourbon  County,  Kentucky 
the  man,  who,  after  a  youth  passed  without  cultivation,  after 
long  and  arduous  struggles,  after  earnest  labor  with  ax  and 
pen,  with  hand  and  head,  attained  the  highest  honors,  which 
our  land  can  bestow  upon  a  citizen.  The  man,  who  lived  long 
in  Springfield,  Illinois,  and  will  also  rest  there ;  the  man, 
who  so  calmly  and  -firmly  steei'ed  our  Ship  of  State  ;  that  man 
is  certainly  dead,  murdered  by  a  ruthless  hand,  still  I  say  in 
the  same  moment  with  fullest  conviction:  He  lives!  "Why 
seek  ye  the  living  by  the  dead  ?" 

Without  doubt,  my  Friends,  the  tall,  meager,  friendly 
man,  called  ABRAHAM  LINCOLN,  whom  any  one  could  see 
as  he  rode  or  walked    through  the  streets    of  the  Capitol,  this 


visible,  corporeal  president  of  the  United  States  of  America  — 
is  dead,  —  nevertheless  I  say:  He  lives!  "Why  seek  ye  the 
living  by  the  dead  ?" 

That,  which  we  see  and  touch,  is  not  the  real,  the  abid- 
ing, the  essential  part  of  man;  that  is  the  perishable,  the 
mortal  part,  the  semblance ;  the  immortal  part  of  man,  this  is 
his  spirit,  his  principles,  his  thoughts. 

Men  die,  but  their  principles  die  not;  men  die,  but  the 
truths,  which  they  promulgated,  die  not;  men  die,  but  their 
thoughts  live  for  ever.  The  spirit,  which  animated  them  is 
victorious  *over  death,  and  lives  forth  in  the.  race  of  meD. 
Although  we  see  death  daily,  and  experience  his  terrors  in  our 
immediate  presence,  still  we  believe  in  life ;  then  the 
world  transfigures  itself  to  a  revelation  of  the  spirit,  and  man 
to  a  temple  of  God. 

The  two  cherished  ideas  of  the  beloved  Dead  were :  liberty 
and  love.  Liberty  for  all  without  distinction  of  color  or  birth, 
a  Union  of  all  in  love,  a  firm,  lasting  Union  of  all  from  the 
North  to  the  South,  from  the  Atlantic  to  the  Pacific.  These 
are  christian  thoughts,  this  is  true  clmstianity,  this  is  eternal 
truth. 

ABRAHAM  LINCOLN  lives,  and  will  fill  this  continent 
with  his  spirit,  and  with  his  eternal  principles  of  truth  will 
conquer  the  world.  Freedom  and  equality  to  all,  love  of  all 
to  all! 

It  is  the  nature  of  the  sun  to  give  light  and  to  dissispate 
clouds  and  mist,  so  is  it  the  nature  of  truth.  The  water  finds 
its  way  among  the  rocks  of  the  mountains  and  in  the  ravines 
of  the  earth,  and  comes  forth  a  little  murmuring  rill,  which, 
giving  fertility  as  it  flows,  increases  to  a  mighty  river,  that 
unites  distant  countries  ;  so.  also,  will  Truth  find  its  way  to  the 
hearts  of  men,  and  in  ever  widening  circles  bestow  the  promised 
blessing. 


8  

Men  die  daity,   but  the  Truth  rises  daily  from  the  grave, 
and   will   gradually   obtain   universal   dominion. 

However  enemies  rave,  truth,  liberty  and  love-  will 
conquer,  and  so  true  as  God  is  all  powerfull  his  Kingdom  will 
come ;  and  his  creative  word :  "Let  there  be  Light,"  will  — 
in  a  political  and  social  sense  —  first  be  fallfilled  in  our  land. 

Before  my  mind's  eye  stands  the 
future  and  I  see  —  although  it  may  be 
a  dream,  still  it  is  a  prophetic  dream  — 
the  glorious  starry  banner  floating  from 
the  Polar  Sea  to  the  shores  of  Mexico, 
waving  over  these  free  United  States  of 
all  North  America ;  and  in  the  clouds  I 
see  the  form  of  our  beloved  Martyr  whom 
we  mourn  to-day,  standing  by  the  side  of 
his  Redeemer,  and  from  the  lips  of  both 
float  down  the  words  upon  our  land  : 

Peace  be  with  you ! 


'  ,   v*u  W 


A/PRP 


